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God knows what the proud Castilian's answer would
have been, but just then the carriage stopped at the theatre
door. We separated; she went to her box, and I to the
gaming-table, where I spent four hours neither winning
nor losing, but the last half-hour I lost heavily. On the
road home the quarrel began again.
CI know you lost at the tables to-night, and I am glad.
The marquis will give you a thousand sequins for the dress.
You had better accept his offer; it may faring you luck.3
clt would bring you luck as well, for, of course, he in-
tends the dress for you.'
'Perhaps.'
'You will never get it so. You know the only way to
obtain if. I don't care a pin for the money.'
'And I don't care a pin for you or your dress.'
'The same to you.'
We continued to exchange courtesies of this kind till we
leached the house.
The count came into my room to condole with me.
'Triulzi would give you a thousand sequins if you liked,'
he said; 'that would set you up again.'
Tor the sable dress, eh? I would rather give it to your
wife, but she says she won't take it from me.'
'I am surprised, for she is wild about it. You must have
wounded her pride somehow. Take my advice; sell it to
Triulzi!'
€I will think about it, and give you an answer to-morrow.'
I rose early next morning and called on Greppi the
banker, I drew out a thousand sequins, at the same time
begging him not to mention my private concerns to any one.
On returning I found the count seated in front of my fire.
'My wife is furious with you,' he said, 'and she won't tell
me the reason.'
'The reason is that I will not let any one give her that .
sable robe but me. She won't accept it from me, but I do
not see why she should be furious about it.'
'It is foolish of her, no doubt, but listen to me. You

